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News  briefs 

Public  Executions 

of  chronic  parking  violators  will 
be  held  afternoons  in  C-100  starting 
Monday,  “something  had  to  be 
done,”  authorities  are  reported  as 
saying.  “Actually,  these  punks  are 
still  getting  off  easy.”  Everyone  is 
invited. 

Purdue  librarians 

will  give  tips  on  how  to  find  the 
dirty  parts  in  classic  literature  with¬ 
out  having  to  read  the  entire  books. 
The  Brown  Bag  Forum  will  take 
place  in  C-100  Wednesday  at  noon. 
Anyone  who  cares  to  bring  a  sack 
lunch  in  a  brown  bag  is  welcome. 
White,  patterned  or  clear  plastic 
bags  are  not  welcome. 

A  multi-headed  woman 

will  be  present  to  answer  ques¬ 
tions  during  halftime  at  the  Inter¬ 
national  Roller  Derby  Games  Thurs¬ 
day  evening  in  Porter  Hall’s  gym¬ 
nasium.  A  slide  show  and  saltine 
crackers  wrapped  in  plastic  will  also 
be  featured. 

A  “Cake  Walk  for  the 
Very  Smelly” 

is  scheduled  to  occur  in  the  Oaken 
Arbor  Sunday  afternoon.  Everyone 
with  an  “innie”  bellybutton  is  wel¬ 
come. 

Esperanto  in  the  80’s 

will  be  the  topic  of  a  “lecture-to- 
music”  given  by  the  members  of  the 
Pig  Latin  Club.  The  event,  which 
also  features  a  potluck  dinner,  rum¬ 
mage  sale,  bake  sale  and  ring  toss, 
will  be  held  in  the  cafeteria  con¬ 
course  at  12  noon  every  Thursday 
during  June. 

‘Death  of  a  Salesman” 

the  classic  drama  by  Arthur  Mil¬ 
ler  will  be  performed  entirely  on 
trampoline  Friday  in  C-100.  The  play 
will  be  sponsored  by  the  PUC  chap¬ 
ter  of  the  Florence  Henderson 
Foundation.  “It  seemed  like  a  good 
idea  at  the  time,”  stated  club  spon¬ 
sor  Mr.  Heiney. 

“I  Want  to  Kiss 
You  All  Over” 

will  be  performed  continuously  in 
sign  language  by  members  of  the 
Liberal  Arts  Herbetological  Society 
in  the  foyer  of  Lawshe  Hall  every 
day  next  week  as  part  of  their  series 
of  “Songs-That-Were-Once-Very-P- 
opular-But-Seem-Stupid-Now. ’ ’  Ne¬ 
xt  year,  the  group  hopes  to  do 
“Maniac”  and  “Morning  Train.” 


From  the  telescope  high  atop  the  Porter  Observatory;  a 
startling  discovery. 


Meatloaf 


2152 


Ground  beef,  onion,  green  peppers, 
bread  crumbs,  eggs-whole-medium, 
catsup,  milk-fresh,  salt,  pepper- 
black,  garlic  powder. 


Truly  a  success 


Bunny  Waluszko 

Managing  Editor 

“It’s  not  better  than  my  mother’s,”  as  one 
SAGA  worker  claimed,  but  it’s  definitely  the 
key  that  holds  Purdue  Calumet’s  SAGA  or¬ 
ganization  together. 

Even  though  it  would  seem  to  be  much 
more  complex,  extensive  investigation  has 
discovered  men*  loaf  to  be  the,,  cause  of 
Oaken  Arbor’s  outstanding  success  at  Pur¬ 
due  Calumet.  And  not  only  has  meat  loaf 
kept  this  section  of  SAGA  in  the  black,  it’s 
boosted  crew  morale  as  well. 

“Some  people  take  drugs  —  I  make  meat 
loaf,”  was  only  one  of  numerous  comments 
made  by  several  SAGA  workers  here  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  the  discovery  of  their  “little  se¬ 
cret.”  Several  workers,  although  requesting 
to  remain  anonymous,  were  generous  and 


sincere  in  expressing  their  feelings  toward 
the  meat  loaf  works  there. 

One  worker  in  particular  was  rendered 
speechless  at  just  the  mention  of  those  two 
words  and  needed  a  few  extra  minutes  to 
collect  her  thoughts.  She  concluded  that  she 
just  “doesn’t  feel  anything,”  and  equated 
this  sensation  as  being  “equivalent  to 
numb.” 

Not  all  the  workers,  though,  expressed  the 
same  amount  of  confidence.  As  one  girl  bla¬ 
tantly  exclaimed,  “We’re  lying  to  our¬ 
selves.”  Another  interjected,  “I  wouldn’t 
eat  it,”  and  laughed  hysterically  at  the  con¬ 
cept  of  meat  loaf  being  the  unifying  bond. 

The  overriding  mood  was  much  more 
positive  than  cynical,  however,  and  through 
connections  within  the  organization  Chron¬ 
icle  was  able  to  go  through  the  guarded 
recipe  file  in  the  back  room.  Although  the 
recipe  file  is  “not  of  access  to  the  general 


public,”  a  man  in  charge  at  the  time  was 
more  than  willing  to  open  the  box  and  pull 
“file  2152,”  the  recipe  card  for  meat  loaf. 

After  reviewing  its  list  of  ingredients,  this 
reliable  source  from  SAGA  explained  that 
“fresh  milk  is  the  key.  We’ve  tried  it  other¬ 
wise  and  things  just  started  falling  apart.” 

He  went  on  to  provide  a  tour  of  the  freezer 
where  the  frozen  beef  patty  slabs  are  kept, 
and  it.  wasn’t  long  betore  an  eager  worker 
noticed  and  asked,  "so  when  is  the  next 
meat  day?” 

One  worker  went  so  far  as  to  describe  its 
advantages  to  the  SAGA  customers  “It’s 
very  good  to  serve  it,”  he  explained.  “It’s 
tasty,  it’s  greasy,  and  it  helps  you  go  to  the 
bathroom.” 

As  a  final  comment,  a  worker  contem¬ 
plated  why  they  “don’t  serve  it  very  often.” 
“Well,"  she  added,  “it’s  not  better  than  my 
mother’s  either.” 


Chronicle  shoots  for  the  moon 

neer  Bill  Sheahan.  Goals  for  the  trip  include  The  Chronicle  spacecraft  (some  call  it 
a  writting  workshop,  photographic  semin-  Tim),  is  composed  mainly  from  odds’n’ 
ars  with  an  emphasis  on  weightless  focus-  ends  found  around  campus,  like  cameras, 
ing,  and  an  attempt  to  start  up  that  old  copper  tubing,  and  stereo  parts.  Some  of  the 
moon-buggy  that  NASA  just  left  up  there,  larger  sections  were  constructed  in  the  rac- 
The  Chronicle  has  been  in  training  since  the  quetball  courts  in  the  K  building.  This  was 
late  fifties  and  anxiouslyl  awaits  the  chance  the  real  reason  why  the  courts  were  shut  for 
to  make  Purdue  history.  “I  think  we’re  the  most  of  this  semester.  “We  had  to  make  up 
first  college  newspaper  to  attempt  some-  that  story  about  flood  damage  so  Russkies 
thing  of  this  magnitude”  said  First  Officer  wouldn’t  get  wind  of  it”  declared  Rick  Rid- 
Laura  Waluszko,”  and  I’m  darn  proud  of  dering,  Designer  of  on-board  computers  and 
it!”  •  spacewear. 

In  the  past  few  semesters  the  Chronicle  The  only  obstacle  now  is  financing.  “Fuel 
has  been  criticized  for  not  spending  enough  is  real  expensive  nowadays,”  said  Business 
time  covering  school  events,  but  what  those  Managing  Specialist  Terri  Badar  “and 
critics  didn’t  know  was  that  every  Tuesday  there  are  so  many  little  things  that  you  don’t 
was  “Simulation  Day.”  Staff  members  think  about  until  the  very  last  minute!”  The 
would  pile  into  the  simulator  to  lay  out  the  space-bound  staffers  said  that  they  would 
paper  in  a  weightless  environment.  “Typing  probably  stop  at  Van  Tils  just  before  lift-off 
was  especially  difficult,  because  every  time  for  groceries  (mostly  large  supplies  of  Tang 
you  hit  a  key,  you’d  fly  halfway  across  the  and  Cheez-Whiz.)  “And  maybe  some  Little 
room,”  commented  Navigator  Kathy  Debby  MOON  Pies!”  joked  Commander 
Deasy,  “and  I  don’t  type  very  well  to  begin  Novakowski. 
with.” 

The  project  really  kicked  into  high  gear 
with  the  completion  of  the  Porter  Observa¬ 
tory  early  last  fall,  which  enabled  the  crew 
to  make  a  startling  discovery.  It  seems  that 
several  Apollo  astronauts  never  made  the 
trip  back  home,  and  are  in  fact  still  up 
there!  “We  were  pretty  surprised  to  see 
them  up  there,  and  I  bet  they’ll  be  pretty 
surprised  to  see  us!  ”  said  Mission  Specialist 
(Lord)  Lee  Rademacher.  The  Chronicle  ob¬ 
served  the  astronauts  holding  up  a  sign 
reading  ‘SEND  HELP,  SEND  TANG,  SEND 
THE  PURDUE  CHRONICLE ! !  ’ 

Although  most  staff  members  are  looking 
forward  to  the  extravaganza,  some  just 
aren’t  as  sure.  “I’m  a-scared-a  heights,” 
whined  Rocket-Fuel  Specialist  Steve  ( Roxy ) 

KerekeS,  But  as  long  as  I  don  t  have  a  win-  Boris  Jones  experiences  weightlessness  in  the  simulator 
dow  seat,  I  guess  I’ll  be  O  K.” 


‘These  kids  are  nuts!”  That  one  phrase 
pretty  much  summed  up  the  feelings  of  Pur¬ 
due’s  science  department  when  they  heard 
about  the  lunar  expedition  planned  by  the 
staff  of  the  Purdue  Chronicle.  “SGA  goes  to 
Washington,  The  Political  Science  Club  goes 
to  Chicago,  we  go  to  the  Moon!”  Chronicle 
Editor-in-Chief  Dan  Novakowski  proudly 
announced  today. 

The  trip  is  planned  for  the  week  after  fin¬ 
als,  and  the  office  is  a  flurry  of  activity  pre¬ 
paring  for  the  big  day.  “We  modeled  our 
ship  after  the  one  Andy  Griffith  built  in  the 
‘Salvage  One’  T.V.  series.”  said  Chief  Engi- 


‘ Criticizing  things  we  don ’t  know  about” 


VIEWS 


Purdue  Chronicle  “goes  after”  everything 


Everyone  is  always  saying  that  the  Com¬ 
ical  is  “out  to  get”  all  of  the  other  organ¬ 
izations  and  associations  on  campus.  Every¬ 
one  feels  that  we  are  only  after  the  bad  news 
and  never  the  good.  We  are  constantly  ac¬ 
cused  of  “yellow  journalism”  or  “dishing 
the  dirt.” 

The  question  on  everyone  at  PUC’s  mind 
seems  to  be  “Is  it  necessary  to  print  these 
negative  stories?”  or  “Do  they  try  to  be 
fair?,  or,  most  importantly,  “Does  the  Com¬ 
ical  only  go  after  the  scandals?” 


To  answer  that  last  question,  absolutely! 
In  the  past,  the  Comical  has  continually  de¬ 
fended  its  position  by  saying  that  we  feel  the 
positive  articles  are  equally  as  important  as 
the  negative  ones !  Ha !  That’ll  be  the  day ! 

If  forced  to  choose  between  covering  an 
overwhelming  positive  story  (“Pope  Visits 
Purdue  Calumet”)  or  an  even  slightly  nega¬ 
tive  one  ( “Man  has  car  keys  stolen  in  Oaken 
Arbor”),  we’ll  go  with  the  negative  one 
every  time. 

We  feel  that  students  suffer  from  a  de¬ 


cision  that  the  Comical’s  main  function  is  to 
provide  news  and  information  to  students. 
How  sadly  they  are  mistaken!  The  Comical 
is  a  scandal  sheet  designed  to  provide  hot 
gossip  and  cheap  sensationalism  for  anyone 
bold  enough  to  be  caught  reading  it  in  pub¬ 
lic. 

Our  only  other  purpose,  as  we  see  it,  is  to 
provide  valuable  space  for  our  reporters  to 
indulge  themselves  and  their  tepid  writing 
skills  in. 

If,  in  the  future,  readers  are  upset,  don’t 


bother  to  write.  We’ll  only  read  your  letters, 
laugh,  and  throw  them  away. 

Don’t  bother  dropping  in  at  our  office, 
either.  We  don’t  want  to  see  anyone!  That’s 
why  we’re  in  the  Porter  Building.  C’mon, 
people!  Think  about  it! 


Editorial 


New  car  a  necessity  for  reporter 


Sonny  Novakowski 

Editor-in-Chief 


It’s  spring  again.  Time  for  robin  red 
breasts.  Time  for  flowers  and  greenery. 


Time  for  a  young  man’s  fancy  to  turn  to 
whatever  fancies  turn  into.  And  time  for  the 
city  to  buy  me  a  new  car. 

I  live  in  Hammond,  and  every  winter  it’s 
the  same.  It  snows,  the  streets  are  salted, 
my  car  is  assaulted.  Do  I  charge  the  city  for 
the  many  car  washes  it  would  take  to  rid  my 
auto  of  these  abrasive  particles?  No.  Do  I 
pay  out  my  hard-earned  cash  to  remove  the 
city’s  salt?  Noway! 

Actually,  salt  is  the  least  of  my  problems. 
Pot  holes  are  number  one,  with  railroad 
tracks  a  close  second.  For  anyone  who  has 
ever  had  the  fillings  shaken  loose  from  their 
mouths  while  driving  down  165th  or  had 
their  hubcaps  brutally  ripped  from  their 
tires  while  crossing  almost  any  railroad 
tracks  in  this  area,  I  need  to  explain  no  fur¬ 
ther.  I  don’t  want  compensation  for  the  fill¬ 
ings  or  the  hubcaps  -  just  for  the  front-end 
alignments,  the  ball  joints  and  lost  exhaust 
s"stems. 


Shall  I  go  one??  -  You  bet  I  will!  Traffic 
lights.  Stopping  and  starting  that  car  (have 
you  ever  driven  down  Kennedy  Avenue  in 
Highland??!)  for  every  light  (all  of  which 
seem  perfectly  synchronized  to  force  us  to 
stop  at  all  of  them)  must  have  some  adverse 
effects  on  the  car.  What  about  the  brakes? 


“Shall  I  go  on??  -- 
You  bet  I  will!” 


Not  to  mention  the  wasted  gas.  When  there’s 
a  traffic  light  every  20  feet  in  a  city  - 1  start 
to  wonder,  if,  perhaps,  the  officials  haven’t 
struck  some  sort  of  deal  with  the  oil  compa¬ 
nies. 


sr?-u\ 
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Lotto  buttons 
recalled  by  cops 


Martini  Jankowski 

Staff  Reporter 

All  Laker  Lotto  Buttons  are  being  recalled 
by  the  1984  PUC  Homecoming  Committee, 
according  to  committee  chairperson  Kay 
Maloney. 

With  local  police  reporting  numerous  inci¬ 
dents  of  pins  and  needles  in  Girl  Scout 
cookies,  PUC  police  began  investigating 
similar  incidents  on  campus. 

Complaints  of  tainted  meatloaf  in  the  Oak- 
ton  Arbor  Cafeteria  were  received  but  later 
disproved.  Campus  police,  however,  noticed 
pins  protruding  from  the  underside  of  Laker 
Lotto  Buttons. 


“...an  unidentified  campus 
police  officer...” 


Police  determined  that  the  Lotto  Buttons 
were  extremely  dangerous  and  had  to  be  re¬ 
called.  According  to  an  unidentified  campus 
police  officer  (with  a  bandaged  right  hand), 
“unsuspecting  faculty  and  students  could 
prick  their  fingers...  orworse.” 

The  Purdue  Chronicle  didn’t  bother  to  con¬ 
tact  Lynn  Miskovich-Riddle,  Director  of 
Health  Services,  regarding  the  number  of 
students  and  faculty  treated  for  pricks. 

All  students  and  faculty  returning  buttons 
to  Campus  Police  on  April  31  will  receive  a 
refund  on  their  1984  spring  parking  permits. 


ems  from  fj : 


oan 


With  summer  upon  us  and  school  rapidly  drawing  to  a 
close.  I  no  longer  have  to  compete  with  the  rest  ol  PUC  s  fe¬ 
male  population.  I’ve  decided  to  share  the  tips  that  have 
made  me  B.  W.O.C.  (Big  Woman  on  Campus).  Listen  up.  giris! 


T*urdue 

COMICALl 


Another  contest  sponsored  by  the  Homecoming  Committee 
to  promote  school  spirit  was  the  Jane  Byrne  Lookalike  Contest 
held  in  C  100.  From  lei t  to  right:  Bubba  Rademacher  (winner), 
Frankie  Seligman  (contestant).  Bunny  Walusrko  (runne’-up). 
and  an  unidentified  onlooker  with  name  tag  and  beard. 
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This  is  our  incredibly  tasteless,  unbeliev¬ 
ably  cross,  impossibly  overblown  tribute  to 
the  dedicated,  hard-working  folks  at  “Sky¬ 
lark.” 

Skylab  may  not  be  the  real  McCoy  --  but 


we  had  one  distinct  disadvantage.  Whereas 
the  makers  of  Skylark  have  a  full  year  to 
gather  their  material,  we  had  two  weeks  to 
write  and  assemble  ours. 

Some  will  criticize,  others  will  jeer  —  but 


those  who  look  beyond  the  shameful  gram¬ 
mar  and  insufferable  ideas  will  discover 
what  we  feel  is  truly  the  finest  collection  of 
literary  masterpieces  ever  written  and  as¬ 
sembled  in  two  weeks. 


(Skylab  Photo/Sonny  Novakowski) 


judgemen 


AFTER  THE  FINALS 


Things  go  past  my  window  in  the  darkness  of  the  night, 

Black  and  shapeless  creatures  with  dread  fear  of  mornings'  light. 
They  tell  me  I  imagine  it,  the  things  I  clearly  see, 

The  things  that  lurk  beyond  the  drapes  that  come  to  look  for  me, 
And  when  the  shadow  of  the  sun  falls  on  my  rooms'  white  walls, 
These  things  escape  invisibly  down  alabaster  halls. 

They  tell  me  I  cannot  escape,  and  that  I  should  not  pester, 

But  I  care  not,  for  I  am  safe,  until  the  next  semester! 


MR,  BIRD 


(Skylab  Graphic  &  Poem/T assies  Deasy) 


LIMBO 


They  hate 
my  guts, 
wanting  to  put 
me  in  the  hospital. 


LIMBO  II 

my  back  is, 


They  hate 
my  guts, 

because  of  them 
a  sling  contains 
my  arm. 


turned, 

yetiknow, 

he’s  watching, 
(blub) 


The  pretty 
Birds 
Fly  over 
Head. 

“They  are  so 
Lovely," 
Someone  said. 
Sometimes 
They  leave  a 
Message  on 
My  windshield. 


by  Sonny  Novakowski 


They  hate 
my  guts, 
CATS. 


by  Fist  Sheahan 


staring, 

silent, 

(BLUB,  BLUB) 
stinky, 

with  his  bulgy, 
eyes, 

does  he  suspect, 
i  wonder, 
that  soon 
he  will  be 
FLUSHED?????? 
(blubba) 

by  Tassles  Deasy 


ANGUISH !  ( Sexual  Guilt  and  Retribution ) 


LITTLE  CHILD 


night, 

endlessly  tireless 
silently  speaking, 
yelling  at  me, 
to  do  my  English 
paper. 

It  is  due  tomorrow  at 
eight. 


Little  child 

In  your  crib  all  curled, 

You  have  yet  to  learn  the  ways  of  the  world. 
If  you  refuse  to  obey  the  rules 
People  will  ridicule  you. 

They  will  treat  you  like  doo-doo. 


by  Fist  Sheahan 


As  the  sun  peered  through  the  curtains, 
and  birds  could  be  heard  singing  their  morn¬ 
ing  song,  he  sat  up  and  wiped  the  corners  of 
his  eyes.  Today  was  the  day.  It  seemed  like 
it  would  never  get  here.  He  had  been  mark¬ 
ing  the  McDonald’s  calendar  on  the  wall 
above  his  desk  for  over  a  month  now,  and  as 
he  opened  his  eyes  on  this  particular  day,  he 
looked  over  at  Mayor  McCheese  and  saw 
that  it  was  Saturday,  the  5th. 

After  a  brisk  morning  shower,  he  slipped 
on  his  dark  black,  silky,  leather  pants.  To 
him,  it  was  the  day  the  circus  was  coming  to 
town  —  to  the  rest  of  the  world,  it  was  to  be¬ 
come  the  most  horrifying  day  since  time  be¬ 
gan. 

He  walked  toward  the  closet,  but  paused 
and  strained  to  hear  the  muffled  sound  com¬ 
ing  from  within.  It  was  calling  his  name  — 
or  was  it  reciting  all  of  the  presidents  back¬ 
wards?  He  couldn’t  tell.  He  knew  he  would 
never  know  unless  he  looked,  but  he  found 
that  his  feet  would  not  move.  Neither  would 
his  hands,  his  arms!  He  couldn’t  even  make 
his  ears  twirl  the  way  the  kids  at  school 
liked  him  to. 

Suddenly  the  room  was  gone.  He  could  see 

by  Fist  St 


Good  Day  on  the  Deadly  Dan 


Driving,  driving 
north 

Passing  Martin 
Luther. 

Nearby  pit  crews 
Strip  a  car. 

And  there’s  the 
lake. 

Let's  get  some  pizza. 
by  Tassles  Deasy 


Little  child 

In  your  crib  all  curled, 

You  disobeyed  daddy, 

You  broke  a  rule. 

Many  times  you’ve  heard  me  say, 
“Do  not  wet  your  bed  today. " 


THE  BOOMERANG 


The  Oldtimer 


I  threw  it  far 

Across  the  land 

And  back  it  came 

Right  to  my...AAAARGH! ! ! ! ! 


Yet  you  defy  me,  can’t  you  hear? 
For  what  you 've  done, 

Daddy  must  instill  some  tear. 


Thwack,  thwack,  little  child, 

Do  you  like  your  cheekie  bruised ? 
Slap,  slap,  little  son, 

Would  you  like  another  one? 


■Did  you  have  a  cover 
with  your  tape? 
■Where’d  I  put  my  keys? 

■Is  this  your  book? 

■Hello? Is  Bruce  there? 

We  blew  a  tube. 

■Oops!  Sorry,  I  didn't 

see  you  standing  there. 
-Hurry  up  guys,  I  gotta  GO!! 


Daddy  doesn't  like  to  hurt  baby 
'Cause  it  makes  him  real  sad. 

But  if  you  keep  on  wetting  your  bed, 

I'll  spank  you  till  your  heine's  bloody  red. 


by  Tassles  Deasy 


And  next  time  I  won't  use  my  gentle  hand. 
Next  time,  baby, 

Daddy  will  use  a  baseball  bat. 


by  Bubba  Rademacher 


(Skylab  Graphic  &  Poem/Mad  Maxine  Deasy) 


NT  DAY 


nothing  but  light.  Bright  green  light  —  or 
was  it  yellow?  He  couldn’t  tell.  All  of  a  sud¬ 
den  he  knew.  He  had  been  wrong  all  along.  It 
was  the  frog.  That  crazy  biology  class.  He 
felt  bad  about  cutting  into  that  froggy 
corpse  with  the  sharp  gleaming  blade  that 
had  been  assigned  to  him  at  the  beginning  of 
the  course.  It  was  his  turn  now! 

He  could  hear  it  louder  now.  It  wasn’t  the 
sound  of  someone  or  something  reciting 
presidents  backwards.  It  was  the  sound  of 
every  human  lifeform  screaming  -  or  were 
they  ordering  White  Castle  hamburgers  to 
go  by  the  thousands?  He  couldn’t  tell. 

No  —  it  really  was  every  human  lifeform 
screaming.  He  could  see  it  now.  The  leader 
of  the  frogs  had  set  up  a  six  foot  large  screen 
front  projection  television  so  he  could  see 
the  whole  world  become:  EARTH  -  BIOL¬ 
OGY  LAB  203.  He  could  see  them  being  cut 
to  shreds  for  lab  grades.  Some  even  got  A’s  - 
-  or  were  they  B  pluses.  He  couldn’t  tell. 
And  then  it  was  his  turn.  The  sharp  gleam¬ 
ing  blade  that  had  been  assigned  to  the  frog 
at  the  beginning  of  the  course,  slowly  ap¬ 
proached  him.  He  screamed.  Then  it  was 
dark. 

Sheahan 


(Skylab  Photo/Bo  Bo  Stalion) 


Hey,  Isn’t  That  the  Planetarium?  Nuts  on  Foster,  Nuts  on  Foster 


Wand  tin’ 

Summer  strikes  the  pond, 

A  strange  man  wearing  red  tights 
Waves  his  magic  wand. 
by  by  Sonny  Novakowski 


a  dollar  in  the  meter 
hey,  this  place  is 

closed. 

let’s  watch  those  guys  fish, 
cooler  near  the  Lake. 

by  Tassleo  Deasy 
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THUNDER  thighs 

Chasing  her 
With  sticks 
And 

A  large  rubber  mallet. 
Pig’s  blood  is 
Dumped  on  her  head 
At  an  important 
School  Function. 

Her  hair  is 
Stringy, 

Her  face  Is 
Pock-marked. 

One  day  she  will 
Calmly, 

Cooly, 

M urder  each  and  every 
One  of  them. 

(And, 

In  the  most  Grisly  fashion 
Imaginable). 

by  Sonny  Novakowski 


DRIFTING 

The  sea  beckons  me 
calling  with  outstretched  waves 
wanting  my  money 
badly. 

Ah,  but 

I  must  decline,  for 

the  rent  is  due 

and  the  sparrows  are  silent, 

in  the  birdbath 

by  Fist  Sheahan 


Danger,  Danger  all  around 
knives  pistols 

Quarter  Pounders. 

Oh  no!! 

He's  looking  this  way!!! 

Get  a  knife! 

Stab  him!  Stab  him! 

Run  for  the  car!! 

(We  ate  meat  on  Friday 

We're  Doomed,  we’re  Doomed) 

OOPS!  He  was  the  security  guard. 
My  mistake,  my  mistake... 

byTassles  Deasy 


Wicked,  Wicked 

A  witch  selling  ice, 
Cauldron  starts  a'blazin' 
She  picks  up  her  dice. 

by  Sonny  Novakowski 


TOM  SKILLING  ON  MY  MIND 
Super, 
super, 
super, 
super, 
super... 
weather. 

by  Fist  Sheahan 
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Stoney  Island  Blues 

Is  this  a  gapers  block?? 

No!  Those  guys  are  draggin'H 
That  guy’s  from  California. 

Hey-  isn’t  that  the  home  of 
Moo  and  Oink? 

Gee,  I  hope  the  car  doesn't 
Break  down  in  this  neighborhood. 
Put  on  the  Monkees  tape. 

Look!  An  ecnalubmAH 

by  Tassies  Deasy 
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THANK  YOU,  MA’AM 


A  broken  lamp, 
Smashed  glasses  and 
A  small 
Fire 

On  the  rug, 

Plaster  scraped  oft  of 
The  walls, 

Windows  shattered, 
Bedsprings  broken, 
Multiple  fractures 
...  Then,  a  cigarette 

by  Sonny  Novakowski 


Susie’s  Happy  Day 


It  was  a  bright,  sunny  morning  as  little  Susie  Morgan  hopped  out  from  under  the  frilly 
pink  canopy  that  topped  her  bed.  It  was  going  to  be  a  happy  day. 

As  she  skipped  down  the  stairs,  she  whistled  a  merry  little  tune,  and  thought  about  the  day 
ahead  of  her.  “Good  morning  Mommy”  she  chirped  as  she  enterd  the  kitchen.  Her  mother 
was  standing  at  their  shiny  silver  buckshot  loader,  filling  the  shells  the  family  had  emptied 
into  the  neighbors  last  night.  “Well  good  morning  sleepyhead!”  laughed  her  Mother,” 
You’d  better  hurry,  your  ride  will  be  here  any  minute.”  Susie  grabbed  her  bag,  and  started 
collecting  the  things  she’d  need  for  school.  “Let’s  see,  um,  pencil  box,  spelling  book,  two  in¬ 
cendiary  devices,  charges  for  the  explosives  I  have  hidden  in  strategic  positions  around  the 
school,  and  milk  money.”  Yes,  now  Susie  was  ready  for  school,  she  went  to  Meadowlane 
Elementary  where  she  was  in  the  sixth  grade,  and  she  couldn’t  wait  to  get  there.  Today  was 
special.  Susie  kissed  her  Mother  and  left  through  the  back  door  like  she  did  every  morning. 
She  weaved  her  way  through  the  secondary  barricades  down  to  the  moat,  being  sure  to 
move  quickly  over  the  thin  bridge  that  lay  hidden  by  a  lew  inches  of  water.  The  piranhas 
hadn’t  eaten  in  weeks.  Not  since  the  Coopers  had  visited.  After  scaling  the  primary  wall  Sus¬ 
ie  made  her  way  to  the  road,  where  she  hid  behind  a  shrubbery  to  observe  traffic.  At  this 
time  every  morning  Jocko,  the  school’s  driver,  would  run  the  M.E.A.T.  (Meadowlane  Ele¬ 
mentary  Armored  Transportation)  Wagon  past  Susie’s  cozy  little  house.  But  today,  some¬ 
thing  seemed  wrong.  The  Wagon  was  carefully  making  it’s  way  down  the  road,  turning  slow¬ 
ly  at  the  bend,  to  finally  stop  at  Susie's  front  gate.  Jocko  drove  like  a  madman,  mainly  be¬ 
cause  it  was  hard  to  steer  with  that  sharpened  steel  hook,  so  something  was  wrong  -  and 
Susie  was  determined  to  find  out  what.  The  Wagon  was  still  and  silent  as  she  made  her  way 
down  to  the  road.  ”It’s  quiet,  too  quiet”  thought  Susie  as  she  neared  the  vehicle.  Reaching 
into  her  bag,  she  pulled  out  a  small  explosive  device  and,  holdinglt  in  her  tiny  palm,  consid¬ 
ered  her  next  move.  “Should  I  or  shouldn't  I?”  She  thought  a  moment,  and,  with  a  gleefully 
malefic  grin  on  her  angelic  face,  hurled  the  bomb  over  the  hedge.  It  hit  the  road,  skittered  a 
few  yards,  and  finally  stopped  just  under  the  doomed  M.E.A.T.  Wagon’s  gas  tank.  The  force 
of  the  first  blast  rocked  the  Wagon  and  sent  shrapnel  and  shards  of  glass  flying  in  every 
direction,  then  the  gas  tank  blew,  and  a  huge  red  fireball  writhed  up  into  the  air.  “Gee...” 
whispered  Susie  as  the  grisly  panorama  of  death  and  destruction  unfolded  in  front  of  her, 
“maybe  that  wasn’t  such  a  good  idea.”  On  her  way  over  to  the  smoking  wreck,  she  nearly 
stepped  on  a  mangled  metal  and  latex  object  which  turned  out  to  be  an  artificial  hand.  “No 
wonder  01’  Jocko’s  driving  had  improved,  “thought  Susie  glumly.  She  started  to  go  back  to 
the  house,  wondering  how  Mom  was  going  to  take  this,  wwhen  something  caught  her  eye.  On 
the  other  side  of  the  road  she  could  see  a  badly  charred  box.  She  made  her  way  across  the 
field  of  broken  bodies  and  smoldering  cartoon-character  lunch  boxes  to  the  mysterious 
package.  It  was  badly  battered,  but  there  were  still  a  few  shreds  of  brightly  colored  wrap¬ 
ping  paper  clinging  to  it,  along  with  a  small  tag  that  read  ‘ ‘To  Susie-  From  The  Whole  Class- 
Happy  Birthday! ! ! !”  Susie  grinned  merrily  and  yelled  “Wow!  The  kids  remembered  me! 
What  a  happy  day! ! !  Thanks  gang!  ”  she  exclaimed  to  the  lifeless  bunch.  Then  she  turned 
her  attention  to  her  present.  The  wrapping  paper  had  depicted  a  group  of  Smurfs  dancing 
through  the  forest,  and  as  Susie  looked  at  the  box,  she  tried  to  guess  what  was  inside.  “A  Usi 
Sub-machine  gun?  or  maybe  a  Trident  Pistol-Crossbow.”  She  had  hinted  about  that  cross¬ 
bow.  Her  little  fingers  tore  eagerly  at  the  paper  and  ripped  the  box  open.  She  couldn’t  be¬ 
lieve  her  eyes.  It  was  a  .44  magnum  Automatic  (with  the  8  inch  ventilated-rib  barrel) ! ! !  the 
kind  that  her  hero.  Dirty  Harry,  had  in  ‘Sudden  Impact!’  Just  what  she  always  wanted!  ‘T 
can’t  wait  to  get  to  school  so  I  can  thank  them !  ”  Susie  exclaimed.  Luckily  for  most  of  Mead¬ 
owlane,  Susie’s  house  was  near  the  begining  of  the  unfortunate  Jocko  s  route,  so  the  body 

count  wasn’t  too  high.  .  , 

And  as  she  started  across  the  field  on  her  way  to  the  main  highway  (she  was  sure  she 
could  make  someone  stop  and  take  her  to  school),  Susie  loked  up  at  the  fluffly  white  clouds 
drifting  across  the  sunny  sky  and  thought,  “Gosh,  I  just  knew  it  was  going  to  be  a  Happy 
Day!” 

*  THE  END 


Story  by  Tassles  Deasy 
(Skylab  Graphic/Cory  Weiss) 


THE  HESS  MAJOR 

ALTERNATOR  ON  MY  MIND 

The  trees  sprout  from  mother  earth, 

Joyeoux, 

I'm  livin'  in  Hammond, 

The  wonderment  of  Spring  bloometh  forth. 

Moo! 

1  fust  can’t  believe, 

The  beauty  of  the  fragrant  flowers 

I’m  still  goin'  to  college, 

intoxicate  my  mind, 

1  may  never  leave, 

The  meaning  of  life  1  think  1  know. 

A  cow  lives  on  Mars, 

I’m  on  my  third  major, 

There's  no  one  there  to  milk  him. 

I'm  sick  of  Purdue, 

1  brush  my  bare  toes  through  the  grass  cool, 

He  eats  candy  bars. 

But  enough  of  my  problems, 

1  flit  through  the  forest  feeling  as  if  my  whole  has  been  renewed. 

by  Sonny  Novakowski  j 

Howz  things  with  you? 

by  Tassles  Deasy 

And  somewhere  afar  a  nymth  1  hear  singing... 

Tra  la  tra  la  tra  la 

by  Bubba  Rademacher 

“Daring  to  be  incompetent ' 


FEATURES 


critically  acclaimed. 


Film  Review 

“Beverly  Hillbillies  -  The  Motion  Picture’ 
Sonny  Novakowski 

Film  Critic 

Even  though  I’ve  said  that  every  other 
film  I’ve  reviewed  so  far  has  been  the  best 
film  of  the  year,  “Beverly  Hillbillies  --  The 
Motion  Picture”  is,  indeed,  the  best  film  of 
the  year. 

Director  Hugh  Hudson’s  (“Chariots  of 
Fire”)  latest  film  has  the  scope  of  that  ear¬ 
lier  masterwork  combined  with  a  first-rate 
cast  and  a  storyline  so  dramatically 
charged  that  the  film’s  3-1/2  hour  length 
flies  by. 

The  plot,  a  reworking  of  one  of  the  classic 
episodes  of  the  television  series  by  play¬ 
wright  Harold  Pinter,  concerns  aliens  from 
outer  space  who  land  in  the  Clampett’s  ce¬ 
ment  pont  (a.k.a.  swimming  pool),  then  pro¬ 
ceed  to  study  the  wacky  hillbillies. 

Jethro  (Richared  Gere)  is  offered  the  lead 
in  a  TV  series  about  two  brothers  in  the 
south  who  drive  around  rapidly  in  a  red  car, 
while  Elly  Mae  (Meryl  Streep)  claims  she’s 
being  raped  nightly  by  invisible  “critters” 
(actually,  the  aliens).  Hudson,  whose 
“Chariots  of  Fire”  many  felt  was  dull  and 
pretentious  until  the  critics  convinced  us 
that  it  was  British,  therefore  intelligent, 
shoots  these  hilarious,  slapstick  “rape”  se¬ 
quences  in  brilliant  bursts  of  color  (aided  by 
animation,  a  cameo  appearance  by  H.  R. 
Pufnstuff  and  several  hundred  feet  of  tinted 
cellophane  wrap) . 


Oscar  Bound 


Meanwhile,  Granny  (Katherine  Hepburn) 
discovers  the  aliens’  spaceship  and  adds  it 
to  her  “possum  stew”  and  Jed  (Sir  Law¬ 
rence  Olivier)  finds  out  that  Jane  Hathaway 
(Shelly  Duvall)  is  really  Mr.  Drysdale  (Burt 
Lancaster)  in  drag. 


.  .  .  Meanwhile,  Granny  discovers 
the  alien’s  spaceship  and  odds  it  to 
to  her  "possum  stew"  ... 


Normally,  in  an  epic  of  this  sort,  the  ac¬ 
tors  are  forced  to  take  a  backseat  to  the 
sweep  of  the  story  ( “Gone  With  the  Wind”  is 
a  perfect  example).  The  actors  here, 
though,  are  all  inspired. 

Pacing  the  pack  is  Meryl  Streep.  From 
the  time  this  project  was  announced  Streep 
seemed  to  be  the  unanimous  choice  for  her 
role.  She  was  born  to  play  Elly  May.  She 
uses  an  accent  here  to  far  greater  advant¬ 
age  than  in  “Sophie’s  Choice”  (when  she 
gets  a  shotgun  and  stands  vigil  in  front  of 
her  bedroom  door  determined  to  “blast 
those  dang  varmints,”  the  audience  gasped 
aloud  at  her  artistic  mastery).  There’s  talk 
of  an  Oscar,  once  more,  and  Streep,  again, 
proves  herself  to  be  the  celluloid  goddess 
that  every  critic  in  America  has  proclaimed 
her  to  be.  Several  audience  members  knelt 
during  her  climatic  argument  with  Jethro. 

Also  worth  mentioning  are  Lancaster  and 
Duvall  playing,  essentially,  the  same  per¬ 
son.  Physically  they  don’t  match  up  -  but 
they  capture  the  same  emotional  “essence” 
with  raw  energy  and  viseral  power. 

After  this  unqualified  success,  we  await 
with  baited  breath  the  next  Hudson  epic, 
“My  Mother  the  Car”  in  3-D,  with  an  adap¬ 
tation  by  Arthur  Miller  and  Stephen  King 
and  Meryl  Streep  as  the  car .  V a-voom. 


Wendy  &  Lu  -  Completely  New 


by  Lord  Bubba  Rademacher 

Music  Critic 


WENDY  O’WILLIAMS 
IN  LOVE  WITH  ANOTHER  MAN 
GODSEND  RECORDS 
Wendy  O’Williams  has  changed  her  life 
completely.  Ever  since  the  tragic  downfall 
of  her  band  the  Plasmatics,  she  decided  to 
seclude  herself  from  the  world  and  re-evalu¬ 
ate  her  life.  She  discovered  that  sex,  drugs 
and  rock  and  roll  were  not  what  life  was  all- 
about.  She  has  truly  made  a  complete  turn¬ 
around  by  recording  what  is  considered  to 
be  one  of  the  most  controversial  gospel  al¬ 
bums  ever  released. 


"Wendy  O’  has  made  a  complete 
turnaround" 

-  Lord  Rademacher 


Her  spiritually-motivated  album,  titled 
“I’m  in  Love  With  Another  Man”  is  dedi¬ 
cated  to  someone  more  than  mortal.  It  pic¬ 
tures  her  on  the  cover,  dressed  as  a  nun  in 
the  garden  of  Gethsemane.  The  backside  of 
the  album  pictures  her  as  Richard  the  Lion- 
Hearted  killing  a  pagan  with  an  M-16. 

These  pictures  may  seem  bizarre,  but  are 
not  representative  of  the  deeply  moving 
songs  on  the  record.  “I  was  a  Human  Fetus 
Until  I  Was  Born  Again”  and  “There’s  a 
Party  in  the  House  of  the  Lord,”  made  me 
feel  the  true  meaning  of  Christianity  in  the 
twentieth  century.  Another  tune  which 
seemed  to  have  a  religious-political  over¬ 
tones,  and  a  driving  force  was  called 
“(We’re  the)  Salvation  Army.” 

The  reason  this  record  has  become  so  con¬ 


troversial  is  that  many  church  leaders  be¬ 
lieve  that  O’Williams  is  making  a  vain  at¬ 
tempt  to  cash  in  on  Jesus,  but  in  an  inter¬ 
view  Williams  stated,  “I’m  only  doing  what 
everybody  else  does.”  Whether  you’re  a  Mo¬ 
hammedan,  a  Hindu,  or  just  plain  Christian, 
this  is  an  album  that  will  make  you  feel  the 
true  meaning  of  religion  in  the  world  today. 
LUCIANO  PA VAROTI 
SEX  STARVED 
X-RATED  RECORDS 

Luciano  Pavaroti  is  trying  something  differ¬ 
ent.  A  comment  he  recently  made  at  a  party 
sums  up  his  whole  reason  for  making  this 
record:  “I’ma  Italianoanda  I’ma  Lover.”  A 
year  ago,  Pavaroti  commissioned  Irving 
Berlin  to  write  ten  original  tunes  expressing 
his  inner  most  thoughts.  Berlin,  who  was 
looking  for  a  new  experience,  jumped  on  the 
bandwagon  and  poured  out  what  may  be 
some  of  the  weirdest  music  he  has  ever  writ¬ 
ten.  _ _  _ 


...  Pavoroi’s  voice  is  in  rare  form 
in  "Cheerleaders  on  My  Mind"  . . . 

This  album  may  never  have  achieved  its 
total  sound  had  it  not  been  for  the  Vienna 
Philharmonic,  which  added  an  electric  gui¬ 
tar  and  a  bongo  player  for  this  occasion. 
Pavaroti’s  voice  is  in  rare  form  on  tunes 
such  as  “Cheerleaders  on  My  Mind,”  which 
is  too  perverse  to  describe,  and  “Love  Me, 
Love  Me,  Love  Me,  Wench.”  Another  song, 
“50  Ways  to  Do  it  With  Your  Lover,”  is  not 
only  a  blatent  rip-off  from  a  song  by  Paul  Si¬ 
mon,  but  is  also  a  sad  sign  that  Irving  Berlin 
is  dying  creatively.  This  is  a  zany  song 
about  a  man  who  just  won’t  quit. 

I  wasn’t  impressed  with  this  album,  be¬ 
cause  I  was  hoping  that  Pavaroti  would  re¬ 
lease  his  promised  heavy  metal  record 
which  he  said  he  would  record  with  the 
dynamite  Judas  Priest  He  has  gone  too  far 
by  tellling  the  world  about  his  sick  fantasies. 
Why  should  anybody  want  to  hear  someone 
else’s  fantasies  when  he  could  easily  create 
his  own.  All  I  want  to  say  is,  “Luciano,  go 
see  a  shrink!” 


Campus  Mourns  Loss  of  Editor 

Richard  “Rocko”  Riddering,  sports  editor 
of  the  Purdue  Chronicle,  thrust  himself  into 
an  untimely  retirement  on  Thursday,  April  25 
to  pursue  a  career  with  a  scandal  sheet  re¬ 
ported  to  be  aligned  with  a  professional  sports 
team. 

A  representative  from  his  new  employer 
was  quoted  as  saying  “You  people  worked 
him  too  hard.  He’s  much  happier  with  us 
now.”  (see  picture) 

Riddering  was  20  years  old  and  had  been  a 
member  of  the  Chronicle  since  1981.  He  is  sur¬ 
vived  by  a  mourning  Chronicle  staff,  two  dir¬ 
igibles  and  a  lumberjack  named  Wallen. 


Rick  Riddering 

Sports  Editor 

There  is  a  time  for  everything.  A  time  to 
begin  and  a  time  to  end.  This  is  the  story  of 
both.  Rick  Riddering,  the  only  sports  editor 
in  the  history  of  the  Purdue  Chronicle,  will 
end  his  2-1/2  year  term,  but  begin  a  better 
life. 

“It’s  time  for  someone  new,  with  new 
ideas,”  Riddering  explained.  “It  was  a 
great  learning  experience  and  I  wouldn’t 
trade  it  for  anything.” 

Well,  almost  anything.  Rumor  has  it  the 
lone  sports  editor  has  been  offered  a  higher- 
paid  position  with  a  nationally-known  gossip 
magazine.  The  job  includes  making  up  stor¬ 
ies  about  anyone  and  everyone.  The  maga¬ 
zine’s  motto  is,  “We  don’t  care  if  it’s  a  lie  as 
long  as  people  are  buying  our  magazine!  ” 

What  prompted  Riddering  to  leave  with 
such  a  high-status  job?  “It  wasn’t  money, 
that’s  for  sure,”  Riddering  said.  “It  was 
those  lousy  layout  days.” 

According  to  Riddering,  his  new  position 
doesn’t  involve  any  layout  design,  a  hated 
aspect  of  journalism  that  Riddering  often 
complained  about.  “I  never  want  to  see  an¬ 
other  non-photo  blue  pencil  as  long  as  I 


“I’ve  mode  a  complete  turn¬ 
around,  discovered  oliens 
and  added  them  to  possum 
stev"  -Rocko  Riddering 


live,”  he  said  of  the  pencils  used  for  layout. 
“And  I  never  want  to  count  out  another 
headline  either,”  Riddering  said  referring 
to  the  method  used  to  make  sure  headlines 
fit  in  their  designated  spaces. 

Riddering  will  receive  a  salary  of  $100,000 
at  his  new  job.  He  also  will  get  a  company 
car,  his  own  secretary,  two  months  paid  va¬ 
cation,  and  best  of  all,  the  opportunity  to 
make-up  stories  and  not  worry  about  where 
the  news  is  coming  from. 

Riddering  can’t  wait  to  take  his  new  post. 
As  he  puts  it,  “What  a  load  off  my  mind.  If  I 
need  to  fill  some  space,  all  I  have  to  do  is 
make  it  up.  It’ll  be  so  easy  to  make  up  some 
juicy  lies  about  people.  But,  that’s  the  name 
of  the  game  —  getting  the  most  readers!  ” 
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Tip  No.  1  How  to  achieve  the  Joan  Crawford  lip  look.  Return  to  the 

carefree  days  of  yesteryear.  Pull  down  a  wire  hanger  or  two 
and  slap  the  kids  around.  -  And  look  like  a  million  bucks 
while  you're  doing  it! 


STEP  NO.  1: 

Massage  cold  cream  on  the  upper  and  lower  lips.  Oooooo, 
heaven! 


STEP  NO.  2  : 

Gently,  yet  firmly,  remove  CC  from  lips.  An  optional 
splash  of  cool,  clear  water  will  get  your  lips  tingling. 


STEP  NO.  4  . 

Fill  in  the  blanks.  When  coloring,  be  sure  to  stay  within 
the  lines.  Glossy  is  out  -  this  time  go  for  the  matte  finish! 


STEP  NO.  3: 

The  shape.  Outline  lips  with  darker  lip  pencil  ( preferably 
black  or  na vy ) .  Remove  excess  with  more  CC,  H20  and  TP. 


PHOTO  OPINION 


“Closed-captionedfor  the  hearing-impaired ” 


Curb  fiubba  Hab smacker 


A  13  ASA  labg  is  a  utoman  uiho  is  awn  enough 
Ui  uicar  a  Btripeb  uniform,  anb  giue  me  change  for 
a  bollar.  3f  3  uiaa  braut  enough  to  take  one  home 
to  mother.  3  uiouib. 


vTasBltB  Braeg 


u-ijat  question  t]aa  baffleb  Btientista  anb 
philosophers  since  the  baum  of  time... 


Mjat  is  a  iAdA  la&g? 
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Pop  (^'Platon 


diatulfa  Sabar 


Sambt  fiamban 


A  refugee  from  Haiti  passing  along  those  Sob- 
auiful  biseas es. 


($t|  gou  mean  the  labg  uiljo  giues  me  rotten  carrots  ? 
(Sell  me  uii) ere  stje  liues  so  3  ran  eat  up  tier  garben 
ti|is  summer. 


Someone  uiho  gets  into  fHCE  parties  (bances)  for 
trno  boliars  less  than  tt;e  labies. 


An  ex-cook  from  (tamp  Kookamunga  on  exile  at 
JH<S,  preging  on  ti)e  3'reshman  naiuete.  (Claiming  a 
nutritious  lunch  all  the  while  trging  to  push  left- 
ouer  flcBonalbs  on  us. 


Tip  No.  2 


Eyebrows  that  stand  out  in  a  crowd  The  next  time  your 
brows  are  knitted  in  a  furious  frown  as  you  reach  for  that  wire 
hanger  to  spank  your  little  ones,  do  so  with  the  glorious, 
glamorous  look  of  Joan  Crawford. 


Tip  No.  3 


Ladies .  do  your  friends  enter  you  in  Hitler  look-alike  con¬ 
tests?  Worse  -  do  you  ever  win??  Following  are  four  sure-fire 
■ methods  of  eliminating  that  unsightly  mustache. 


STEP  NO.  3: 

Comb-out  unruly  tangles.  Dippity-do  if  necessary. 


STEP  NO.  2: 

An  invigorating  shampoo  followed  by  a  brisk  blow  dry 
will  inspire  even  problem  hair  to  stand  up  and  take  notice. 


STEP  NO.  1: 

Pluck  excess  hairs  from  brows  and  surrounding  areas. 
•‘I  think  that  I  shall  never  sees,  brows  as  lovely  as  those 
tweezed.”  Get  it? ! ! 


STEP  NO.  4: 

ElMarko! 


-Even  Groucho  would  be  envious' 


METHOD  NO.  1: 

Little  did  you  know,  household  bleach  could  be  your  sav¬ 
ior.  Just  a  quarter  cup  applied  with  a  toothbrush  will  make 
you  a  new  woman. 


METHOD  NO.  4: 

I  picked  this  trick  up  from  Lou  Grant  -  good  for  last  min¬ 
ute  touch-ups. 


METHOD  NO.  2: 

Whoosh!  With  a  flick  of  your  bic.  mustache  and  nostril 
hairs  go  up  in  smoke.  Burn.  baby,  burn! 


METHOD  NO.  3: 

Rub  your  troubles  away  fast  and  easy  with  an  ordinary 
gum  eraser.  Caution!  -  Inhaling  stray  eraser  bits  could 
cause  sinus  congestion.  


